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We ſhall relate all that was done 

In open Face of Moon and Sun. 

But, firſt, 'tis fit that we rehearſe, 

In bold, but ve, Heroick Verſe, 

Why a Thank tving-day was choſe, 

What were the [x 2 what the Cauſe ; 

And why it was reſolv'd, at laſt, | 

They'd ,nge Proclazm this Day a Bape ' > 

Pigs Tdthe Firſt we ſhould begio, ; 
nd the Supports bring aſter in; 

Go ſince Su opporting s out of faſhion, 

By the Wiſe, Warlike, Beigigk Nation, 

The Rear ſhalf rake the Advance Poſt, 

And ſhew mow how the Fel vas, Joſt. 
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- I Council 2rave, our. ors were iner, 

bout thiimportant Bus'neſs of the State; 4 

meſs I& weighty, that all Purbyd ſtood, 12! \ 
Hoping from hence, the Stream of all their Gaod, 
'Great Things were mov'd, and mighty Kingdoms "" 
Like ſporting Bubbles, round the God-like Crew : 
They puft thoſe Cares away ; but fell, at laſt, 
Upon the Bus'neſs of the- Moxrbly Faft: ww 

great Debate was this, Word, 5 fir | A , 

They ſhould for yy renin contii | 
Or elſe Adjourn ; or | 
Or throw their Pray'rs and TEE yon [1 1 
To this hard knotty Queſtion, it was "Fig | 
By a moſt Grave and * 
That the Deſcent was: 
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It would be fruitleſs too, and ſerve their turns, © 
No more than Dixmuid does, 'or little Firnes > *' 
But (in his Judgment) if they'd caſt their Pray'r = 
To Winter Quarters, till the Spring o'th' year, 

They might have need with alt their ſtrength to Pray. 
Andthen Proclaim 3 Weekly Faſting Day. 

There was no anſwering to fo plain'a-caſe, / 

But (with low Bowes) the Motion alt embrace: 

Strait they gave Orders that z Prochmation 

Should ſtriQly charge this Praying, Faſting Nation, 
That it no more ſhould trouble Heavens quiet, 

Wit Pray rs; of hg dry. for want of Dyer. 

| Bid, - 
That were it not. B*publitk Laws confin'd, 

Our Publick Pray's$ aud Faſts' would Rtrike us Lind: 

But ſee how yain-afl 'Mortal Councils are, 

We :rearrt 6f Peace, -but feet rh'Effets of War ; ; 

For ſcarce were theft yrear Orgers fully gi 

Scarce the blank dy'd with the Sys wiped, AVER Y 
When Char/eroy ery qur, 'Ok'help ſhes cry'd, LG 
The French ate plyrng hard my leaky Gde; 

Is this a time to give your Praying o'er, 

When we are —— in Confedrate gore? 


When whizzing pet atd! he woarig Bomb, 


Gall us from Stem ern,” Gin You" be dumb? 
What hath Your Att what hath your Maniy done? 
Your Pray rs ate all that we depend npon. ” * 

She ſpake ; ant the SEEPCotY heard her Tale; 


They: hittg their [ap e's Kd. with'envy pale: '. 
Ah curſed wr SN Fn one Town. ' 
Eſcape gh wn .' \ 
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Had he been. gight, But, tis 0008-6 
Poſt tothe Printer, gell hirg Wop ec 
Our late delberaxe Orders; we will Fit 
Whilſt Gallick Bullets fly, and [Pray 8s 


But 'twas L; late, fot wy Tims had ſet, 
His /ron Teeth upon. the RC Sn; ones note! 
But Fame (as Gaddeſles have don be), T1. 
Came in the nick,. and brought'a/Storp or; './-, | 1: 
That our moſt vigylant King was gone tg fght,, . /- - 
And vow'd tſhould not be loſt, out-of bis /Gght: 
This News reſtored us, and with ;{witter _ 95 34 
Freſh Poſts, were ſent, to tell there,was no need, -.*1 | 
Toſtop the Preſs. Bug, Q ye Gods) how ſbort  \. 4, 
Are Mortal Joys, how are we made your {port 2. 

Like Teanis-Balls you toſs us to and fro, 

Or Shittlecocks, driven from Foe to 'Fee.. 

Scarce was this Poſt diſpaxch'd, when an Alarm 

Put all the Coundll in a, new. Yacarme,g, 

For it. was aig, our Congror was tetird, . |. 

And the ur Townagon warp s) A 
Faſt, Faft, the Council cry 4d; et's. Pray amain, 
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Out of whoſe wy Ade be laſh d x Hinds .. 2 hr nod 
Aaron and Hur with him, eld {1 F707 emi 20 1:5) 
Betwees:brave Jolhua and yh; Amalakite, ... 1 , I 


When he held up bis Finger, they prevail. 1 
But when he let it « the Jews, tury, tat, 
During this time, Poſts burr; the;Town,, | 
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What heart could hold to fee the fd DiftraQions, 

W hich had well-nigh o'er-whelm'd three potentNations: 
The French themſelves took pity of our Fear, 

And vow'd they'd ſpare the Town 'till the next Year. 
But now proclaim a Calm ; for orice more Fame 

Poſt on a Gale of bluſt ring Weather came ; 
And/midft this Eurly, burly, loudly fings 

A reſt tous, and to the beſt of Kings. © 

In ſhort, the King (with all his ViQories) 

Had fafely paſt the dangerous Northern Seas. 

What wou'd y' have more? We've got our King at laſt, 
And all muſt grant ris now no time to faſt, © 


Sing then my Mufe a Z/a4elvja Song, 
Raiſe up thy Lute, which was to Faſting ſtrung: 
Thankſgiving is thy Theme, and lofty Ode, 
And E SedrMicon thy charming Mode. © - 
Great in the Field, and ſubtle in Debate, - 
The King conven'd his Miniſters of State ; - 
Flanders was not nam'd there, nor the Deſcent, 
Whether it was, or was not truly meant : 4 WeaE 
Nor did they ſpeak of the great Siege of, Duakirkt, . '. 
os of their Victory obtain d ac Srerntire. ae 
t not: t6 fpend our Oif and Time, 'in dwelling 
On Negatives, as I was riow a telling z 
We do —_ in m_ that = _=_ Caufe 
Of this Auguſt and Grave Aſſembly, was 
How to reivonc this-7hawksgivink-Day 1 DOM 
For ſome (till thought we had more Caule to-pray. 
Theſe urg d beſides, the Saints might think it rude 
To make a Feraſt:ypon the Faſt of Fades ; 
But the Arch-/aman, whoſe Advice they took - 
In all fuck Matters, firſt: his Noddle hook ;-- i: .. 
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Then cry 'd, Great Sir, Saints neither eat nor drink, 
Nor do they care, or: know what Mortals think, 

To faſt belore, or clſc behind.a Saint, 

Or not at all, we ſor Convenience grant, 

But at the worſt, when three Faſts, come together, 
We may poit-pone, ar elle commure-at pleaſure. 

Our gracious Queen (God bleſs her) when ſhe ſpy'd 
How well this Man of God could thus divide, 
Diſtinguiſh, prove, lay open, and decide ; 

Well tpoke, the faid, my Vote concurs with yours: 
Let ſick Men faſt tor Four and twenty hours 

Becauſe they cannot eat; What's that to thoſe 
Whoſe Healthand Strength requirea treble doſe 2 
Beſides, the King's rern'd, let that fuſſice 

For you, and Ts, to dry Our Royal Eyes; 

His mighty elf, all o'er with Trophies grac't, 

As ſometime Men wore Ribbands round the Waſte ;, 
Or like an Orange ſtuck with Cloves, fo thick 
Betwcen the Spice, a Pin can hardly ſtick: 

"Tis he's return'd again, and with him brought 
Bleſſings in ſtore, for which he ſtoutly fought. 

But that's your Care; I have another Cauſe, 

And am cbligd to ſtaſt by Nature's Laws ; . | 
Born for Delight, to cat,, drink, ſleep and play.;, ... 
I cannot force my ſelf to faſt or pray, . 

I wiſh that every one were a Thank/giuving-day. 


All bow'd grqund,; aed with ſubmiſſive Voice - 
Agreed we- had great Reaſon to rejoice ;'; '!: 
But a Debate aroſe, where they ſhould' fax 
The main great Cauſe ; for to-be too prolix 
In Prcclamations, 'twould anticipate 
Thoſe Rhimes, and Pamphlets which on Conqueſt an 
me 
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Some then propos'd to.put the ſtreſs o'th'matter 
On his Return : But thoſe who could uot flatter 
Own'd 'twas 2 Cauſe; but all they ſtood upon, 
Was, that twas mor a Cauſe fine gud non : 

For had he ne'er return'd, no Man will fay 
There was no Cauſe for a Thankſgiving-day. 
Kings may be /o/t, but Kings can never aye ; 
For ſtill ſucceſſive Xings their place ſupply : 

But if a Battel's loſt, or Town be ta'en, 

The Devil's in't, how ſhall we tak'r again ? 
High Words had like aroſe ; but the wiſe King 
Who was beſt able to decide the thing, 

Thus ſpake---My- Lords, faid he, I would believe 
(How e'er you differ now): you all receive 

My Perſon as a Bleſſing to the Nation ; 

'Twas I brought Riches in with Reformation ; 
'Twas I reſtord you to your Liberties ; 

"Twas I fecur'd your Lives and Properties ; 

*'T was I kept out the Foreigners you ſear'd, 
Since that you little French or [riſh heard : 
"Twas I made 7reland happy, entred France, 
Where Schonberg, by my Order, did advance 
The Proteſtant Religion, vow'd in Print 

That near a Monk os Papift ſhould live in't. 
'Twas I turn'd Popery out from hence, 'and ſent 
The Eng/:/h-Scottiſh Kirk to Banithment. 

'Twas I turn'd Sarcr--- out, ard put one in 
Who will diſpence, as faſt as you can ſin ; 

Who will not tie Jo up to the ſtrict Rules 

Of 0aths, or Orders, Snaresfor ſqueamilh Fools: 
Unbleſt, and Unhaprized, this Church's Son :: 
Hath all his Mother's Children half undone. - 
My Country-men j brought, without pretenſion 
(To ſerve you here) of either Pay or Penſion. 
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*T'was I that call'd, and kept your Parliament 

So Pure and Free, there's not one Member in't 
(God is my Witneſs if I tell you a Lye) 

That e'er took Bribe, Penſion, or Sallary : 

"Twas I that all your Grievances redreft, 

And did my felt of my own Rights diveſt : 

"Twas I convoy'd, and then ixcreas'd your Trade: 
None but my ſelf did cer your Rights invade. 
'Twas I —— But 'tis too much, I will not boaſt 
What I have done for you, to your own coſt. 

Let it ſuffice, VI not put fuch a ſtreſs 

On my own Merits, as to clog the Preſs. 

But ſince I find fome of you ſeem to grutch, 

And think the Cauſe of my Retarn's too much ; 
What think you of my Victory at Sea? 

Make that the Cauſe of your 7 banksgiving-day. 
For my part, I'm indifferent, chuſe you whether; 
Or if you pleaſe, we'll twiſt them both: together ; 
There will enough beleft r* expariate, 

For all muſt grant that this Campaign was great. 
"Twas not in kagger, mugger, What I've done, 
Since all the World knows twas in th'open Sun. 


All with deep Admiration were ſtruck dumb, 

"The King admir'd too whatat laſt would come. 

At length, after they'd gaz'4and gapd a while, 

A Lord ſtood up, and with a Courtier's Smile, 
Great Sir, faid he, 'tis now well underſtood, 

What eer your A&tons are, your Memury's good : 
We now perceive how great's the 0//igation, 

Which juſtly's owing to you by rhe Nation. 

We'er loath 60'break with you upon that ſcore, 
And toour broker Merchants add till more, 
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But if you'll truſt us ſtill (for all that's paſt) 

We may perhaps be eve with you at laſt. 

In the mean while, 

We will proclaim a Feaſt in your own way, 

And to fo joyful a Thankſgiving-day, C 
Whole Tuns of Greaſe and Xitchen-ftuff we'll pay: 

*T was ſaid, and it was done, and ſtrait each Lord 

Made his low Exit from the Council-board. 


Now good Miſs Muſe once more bring in your Aid, 
And ſhew your ſelf a well-bred, civil Maid ; 
For I'm oblig'd to ſqueeze more Reaſons out, 
How this damn'd Proclamation came about. 
Imprimis, then (for Method muſt be choſe 
Whether we write in Verſe, or write in Proſe) 
We'll take theſe Matters fairly as they lie, 
Not all at once) but each ſucceſhvely : 
Firſt then (if I may fay't without Offence) 
'Twere fit to thank the King for going hence ; 
For had he ſtay'd, God knows what fad been done, 
Namur it ſelf perhaps had not been won: 
But more of that hereafter. Next let's tell 
The fad Diſaſters which the French befell 
At Sea, I mean; for 'tis well known at Land, 
They had both Wind and Weather at Command : 
Their Fleet came ſtrugling 'gainſt the Faftern Wind, 
And full (ix Weeks they tack'd about, to find 
Our Navy out, which »ot a hundred were, 
And they ful four and forty Men of War. 
With Infolence upon our Zme they bore, 
And whole Broadſides with wondrous-Fury roar : 
The Fight was ſharp, and Fortune doubtful ſtood 
To which ſhe'd give the Empire of the Flood ; 

| C When 
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When mighey Mafs deſcended in 4 Mift, 

The fierce equal Combatants,diſmilt : 

We neither took, nor loſt” a Ship of ours ; 

Nor were we conguer d,or Conguerours. 

But Neptune, who of late a Newer ſtood 
Between the Brici/h and the Mogan Blood, 
Finding both runniog in our King ; cry'd out, 
Return you Tide, and brang ine French about : 
Since England, and my Dutch are join d, what Foe 
Shgll dare g'attack rhem, and wnpanſh'd go ? 

IN beat the Frexcb my felt, and tor their fake 

So ſtrong a Tide in A/derney, 11 make ; 
Their Cables all thall drag, and Archors break. 

'Twas ſaid, and it.,was done; and the poor French , 
Fir'd fixtecen Ships thus dreaglul Ireto quench. 
Thanks to the King then-for this. Victory won ; 
For if this will not paſs, I'GadT've done, 

Item, the Siege of Namar next comes on, 

Atlaſt 'rwas weak, at firſt damnaþly ſtrong: 

So Mons at firſt was held impregnable ; 

But when *twas ta'en, Faith, twas ſcarce tenable. 
But howſoe'er it was, the King was there, 

And ne'er expreſs'd a ſingle Mark of Fear : 

He heard the Canons roar, ſaw the Bombs fly ; 
And that's aDemoaltragon he was mgh. 

"Tis tras, the Town was loſt ; who can help that ? 
The French ſtood in his:way ;, ſe twa'nt his Fault, 
The King of France our Monarch came to meer, 
And in the Trenches kifs his conq ring Feet : 

But our good King thought fitterto forbear ; 

And, out of, Aodeſty,, would not'come there : 

But Thanks are due, that he was' pleas'd rorown, 
And then depoſe toth/taking of gle Town, 


For 
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For our Gazets ſuch ſtrange Relations bring, 
A hundred thouſand Men might doubt the thing 
Without the Arte/fation of a King, 

1! Om mn 


Two hundred thouſand Pound to Savoy ſent, 

I will be {worn that Money was well ſpent : 

For with this Aid, Zhat Duke (like that Great Man, ) 

The King of France) with forty rhonſind Men 

Went down tbe Hill, and ſo came #þ agen. 

"Tis true Duke Schonberg then declar'd in Print, 

That to recover our Rights he there was ſent ; 

And promis'd if he took all Dazphiny, 

He firmly would eſtabliſh Popery : 

Thanks Yhim for that, or we had never known 

Who fought tor /xr'refF, who Religion. 

Next, Our Deſcent at Sex appears, which rar 

(So much *twas nois'd} from hence to //pahan: 

Four hundred thoufand Pounds (fo great a Sum 

Into a meatur'd Verſe 'twill hardly come) 

Yet this, and more, and much in Debt was ſpent 

To {urnith our this well-contriv'd Deſcent, 

Louis, they lay, was almoſt dead with Fear ;? 

And 'cauſe he thought Yerſaites might be too near, 

He ſoon retir'd (till farther from the Foe, 

And went to bunt and dance at Fontainblean : 

Some fay he did wot fear; but it 'twere true, 

Pm ſure our Thanks, at eaſt, for tar are due. 

Next bloody Sreimtirk comes fall in our way, 

Pox on't, we fought upon the Satharh-day ; 

And that's been ever held a Prophanation 

By our 7rue, Proteſtant, Reformed Nation : 

That's the true Reafoty why we bore the brunt, 

We ſee the Godly Datch wonld ne'er have don't': m 
wy 
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They ood their ground,and pray 4 whilſt weFools fought; 
But we, forſooth, were better fed than taught : 

The French retir'd, and ran away to Maſs ; 

Our Lyon's Paw was headed by an Aſs. 

Well, we were flog'd, and pepper too, 'tis true ; 

But yet to give the Devi/ and Dutch their due, 

Had not they brought ws off, we might have lain 

Till we had been waſb'd away with Winter's Rain : 
This then deſerves a long Thankſgiving-day ; 

For th6 we loſt our Men, we fav'd their Pay. 

* And now our hand is in, let's not forget 

To thank Count & —— 5, That we were ſoundly beat : 
Go on, trave Men, cry'd he, Conquer or dye, 

The Truth ſhall not be wrong'd, whilſt I Zaxd by ; 
And /tand he did, as firm as any Poſt, 

Till he faw all his hated Engliſh loft. 

Ah, Country-men, had I but time to prove 

How well the Dutch our poor three Kingdoms love, 
There's not a Man but would forfake his Farms, 

And our dear Dutch embrace with open Arms. 

Now little Furnes, thou ſhalt be called great, 

And future Ages ſhall thy Fame repeat: 

We little thought that our high-flown Deſcent; 

(And now the Riddle's out) tor ſhe was meant, 

Some Politicians laid, 'twould land at Bolen ; 

Others as wiſely judg'd *twould fail to Coler : 

Some were for Bleft St. Malo's, or the Havre, 


And laid great odds the French would never fave her ; 
Some for la Hogue ; but others with leſs Malice, 

Only pretended to recover Calais : 

Some were for B/boa ; but none thought of Thee, 

This was De/ign, this was Sheer-Policy ; 

The reſt was given out for a pretence, 
Firſt to ſurprize, and then to na4b the French. 


And 


Ls yrs 1780 


(413) | 

ad who-is War or Poctry wauld. riſe, 
Lat it from wes, *muFF io 71By farpriet.vr, | v1 

rice little Furnes, and great; Dixmaill thy. Brother, 

For whom ten thouſand Men made ſacha porber :: 
You are the-7wizs which our. Deſcent brought forth, 
The World muſt grant it was a mighty Birth : 
Dunkirk and Gbent were Gollips, and ſome think 
The firſt may dearly pay the Groaning 'Drink ;' 
Then Thanks, Great Monarch, for whateeer they coſt, 
Theſe Forts declare our Money was not loſt. 
Laſtly, and Chiefly (for 'ris'fit at laſt 
The biggeſt Plumb ſhquld keep our Nourh in Taſte) 
What Thanks are due for the King's;Preſervation * ' 
From the Grandvallian Aſſaſſination ; 
It was ſtrange Eſcape as cer was heard ; 
And yet 'twasftrarige the King too'ſhould be ſcar'd + e 
With One Gun, who ſo'many Guns had heard; / 
Nor would we fail to thank that happy Sp1rrt, 
Whoſe Vigilance did ſuch Zrcomiums merit ; 
But that he look'd fo ſtern, one ſearce could tell 
Wherher he came from Heaven of from Hell. 
If from the /aff, we ought to /hbank the Devil 
That to our Monarch was ſo wondrous civil. 
Thank Grandvall's Powder, which miſtook its Aim, 
And made it felf Inviſible, nat bim. | | 
Thank Party that, he ſeft St26*}ap*s Court 
Zhree days.before the cautious Wrine/; fwor't © 
Thanks to the King too, that'he took” fuch Care 
Teeſcape theſe private Dangers of the War. 
Poor Gentlefnan, he was much'piried Here ; " 
And theſe £ſexpes have colt us rminy a'Tear, | F 
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Heaven -ſend him betrer luck for the next Year. 
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But hold my Muſe, for ſhould our 7hanks run on, 
They would amaee the all-beholding Sun, : 
Aodſtrike x bluſh-upon the pale-fac'd Moon ; 

Then modeſtly: take up, and loudly tel! | 
How we ſet forth our Joys by Cand!/” and Be/. 


Scaxpe did the Po/i/h, Northern Star appear, 
Which ſome great Authors call the /eſer Bear. 
Scarce had the Cock crow'n once or twice at mot, 
And Pbzbus within ken o'th' Eaſlern Coaſt. 
Or in plain Zugliſh, Kcarce-had the Clock Rruck four ; 
*'Tis/no great Matter, whether leſs or more, 
When a Ltigious jangling, il|-bred ſound, | 
Through all our Hills and Valleys did rebound ; 
"Twas thought the Devil's Arſe oth Peak had got | 
Some rumblind Wind, or Collick in his Gut, | 
= by ſucceſſive Raptures did foretell 
wnfall of Church, as by the ſound of Bell ; 
Some thought the Body-Polztick in a Fit, 
And the Soul-Bel knelling its laſt Ex. _y 
"Twas not ill Gueſt, for Church and. State may find. | 
There are range. ſounds in your Rebellious Wind ; | 
And't might be prov'd by caſie Metaphor, | 
Wind.may be.faid to ring, and Bells to roar ; | 
Others ſcarce well awake, judgd it the Groan 
Of drowſie Sactbat, or the Bag-pipes Drone : | 
Some ſwore (who lately had taen a larger Sup, i 
The Glaſſes klink'd round the Zrdented Cup. 
tn ſhort, they were the City-CLorifters, 


Which thus untimely Jugg d us by the Ears ; 
The Bells, I mean, that carly thus were ſinging 
Their Lauds and. Mattias, which ſome Men call ringing. 


Thus 
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Thus paſsd the chirping Mor». Now when the-Sun 


Was driving up to- out Meridian, | 
Some went to Church to hear the New Pray'rs read ; 
Others, who lik'd the 0/d, lay cloſe in Bed. 

Some ſhut their Shops, whichwas a ſitent Token, 
That if thoſe Days came off, they'd all be broken. 
The Canons from the Tower broke through the Wind, 
And roar'd their Thanks, that they were left behind. 
Lambeth return'd the Complement, and fird 

Volleys of Bleſſings as they'd been infpir'd. 

High Pr ot Mars ſprung from Samaria's Race, 
Thou ſtill doſt love t'adore in the Z7igh Place : 

Thou thunder'ſt out thy - in our Ears, 

And thoſe loud Organs tun'd thy new-made Pray'rs, 
Thou worf? and fir/t of Canterbury's Race, 

That with a Wife divided Lambeth's Grace. 

Mars and Bellona ne'er before had mer, 

Roaring and ſinging on the High-Prieſt's Seat. 

Thou Man of Faith, could we believe like yon, 

Who would not turn a Circumciſed. Jew ? 


Laſtly, for now my Muſe is almoſt weary ; 
And too-much labour makes a Mare miſcarry, 
Fhould fay ſomething of the 4/eſed Night 
How 'twas ſet forthwith artificial Light ; 
"Twas mothy at the beſt, not of a piece, 
Some black, ſome white, checker'd like Fox and'Geeſe; 
The Lights were not of Firgin-Wax, 'tis true; 
For Hybla's Bee works not for ſuch a Crew, 
Nor of your precious Aromatick Gums, 
Nor your ſweet 0i/ which from Ozeg/ia comes. 
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Toth, , they were of g/4afie KitcherHtuff, | 
olt proper for. th' Occa/ton;” that's enobght.- 

May hoſe who love them ſee no better Light; 
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